■D3T 



william Shakespeare Comedies, Histories, & Tragedies 


Making the hard way fweet and dcledtable; 

But I bethirske me,what a wearie way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Cott/hold will be found, 

) n Raffs and W,tlloughhy ,wanting yourcompanie. 

Which I protcft bach very much bcguild 
The tediou(iicfTe,and proceffe of rny crauell: 

But theirs ii Iwectncd with the hope to hnue 
The prefent benefit that I pofieffc ; 

And hope to ioy, is btefe lefle m icy, 

T hen hope enioy’d : By this,the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fiiort,as mine hath done. 

By fight of what 1 li 3 i jc, y o n r Noble Coinpanic. 

'Btiil. Of much Icfie value is my Companie, 

Then your good words: but who comes here? 

Enter H. Ter tie. 

North. It is my Sonne, young Harry Percie, 

Sent horn my Brother Worceffer ; Whence loeucr. 
Harry, how feres your V ncklc ? 

Percie. I had thought, my Lord, to haue IearnM his 
health of you. 

North. Why,is he not with the Qiiecnc? 

Percie. No,mJ good Lord,he hath forfook the Court, 
Broken his Staffc of Office,and difperft 
The Honfeholdof the King. 

North, What was his rcafon ? 

He was not fc refolu’d,when wt-iafl fpakc together. 

Perck. Becaufeyour Lordfliip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hce, my Lord, i; gone to Rauenfpurgb, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me ouer by Bnkdv, to difeouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had Icuied there, 

Then with diredlion to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. - 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford,Boy,) 

Percie. No,my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re 1 did remember : 10 my knowledge, 

I tieucr in my life did leoke on him. 

North. Then Jearue to know him now: this Is the 
Duke. 

Percie, My gracious Lord,I tender you my fertike, 
Such as it is,being tcndayawjand young. 

Which elder d ayes (lull ripen, and eenfinne - 

To moreapproued fermce.and defert. 

BmH. I thanke thee gentle Peme^itd be fure 
I count my felfc in nothing eJfe fa happy. 

As in a Soule remembring my good Friends: 

And as my Fortune ripens with thy Lone, 

It fhril beftill thy true Loucs recompence, 

My Heart this Couenant makes^y Hand thus feales it. 

North * How farreis itto Barkely ? and what flirre 
Keepcs good old Yorke tbere^vmh |is Men ofWarre ? 

Percie, There fbnds the Cnfile^by yond tuft of Trees, 
Manned with three hundred mcn,as I haue heard, 

And in it are the Lords of Torhe y Bnrkjslj^ and Seymor 7 
None elfc of Name^ and noble eftimate. 

Enter Hoffs ax d Willoughby* 

North, Here come die Lords of Roffe and Widmghby^ 
Bloody with fpurringjfierie red with hafte, 

Bnlh Welcome my Lord^I woe your loue purfues 
A ban i [lit Troy tor; all my Trcafurie 
Is yet but vnfdc thankes* which more enrich'd. 

Shall be your lone, and labours recompence. 

Hoff Yomrprciencc makes vs rich^noft Noble Lord, 

Wi&o* And farre furmounts our labour to attainc it. 

Tull. Euermore chanke^th'Exchequer of the poors, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes toyeere^ 

Stands for my Bo untie; but wh© comes here i 


The lift ? and death of Richard thefecond. 


Enter *B#rkely, 

North. It is my Lord of Barkely as I ohrfT- 
’Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my McffiLL 
Bull. My Lord,[fiy Anfwcre is to 


And I am come to feeke that Name in E 


And] 
Before 


"gland, 


I mull findc that Title in your Toupu c 
re I make reply to aught you fay, ° 1 
Bark, Miltakc me not, my Lord/tis not m ¥ m 
To raze one Title of your Honor out. / n 'canii 
To you, my Lord,I come (what Lord you will') 

From the moll glorious of this Land, ^ 

The Duke of Yorke, to know what pricks y 0l , 

To take aduaotage of the abl’ent time n 

And fright our Natiuc Peace with felfe-bomr 1 

Enter York*. Arm '*' 

Bull, lfhallnotnccd tranfport my wordsbv 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vn t?’ 

Terk. Shew me thy humble heart,andnot tlivk 
Whofe dutic is dcceiuablc,and falfc. ' Btt » 

Ball My gracious Vncklc. 

Tork, Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace,nor 

IamnoTraytorsVncUc; and that word Gi ac C ™ 

lh an vngracious mcuth,ij buj prophanc. * 
Why haue thef'e banifh’d.and foibidden Leeo ts 
Dar’d once to touch a Duff of Englands Ground f 
But more then why, why hanc they dar'd to match 
So many miles vpon her peacefull BoJomc, 
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages w ith Wane 
And oflentation of defpifed Amies? 

Coin'ft thou bccaule th’ant. ynced King is hence? 
Why fooiifh Boy .the King is left beh.nij, 

And in my loyoli Boi'ome lyes his power, 

Were I blit now the Los d of fuch hoe youth, 

As when braue Gaunt;, hy Father,and my fclfe 
Reicncd the Black Prince, that yongtJltojof mrn 
From forth thr Rankes of many thouland French / 
Oh then,how qu ckly fbould this Arme of mine, ’ 
Now Pn loner to the Pallie.chaftife thee. 

And minvfler correiRion to thy Fault. ■ ’ 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle.let me Knoivmy Fault, 
On whar Condition (Linds it,and whefein ? 

York,■ Eucn in Condition of the word degree, 

In groife Rebellion,and dcccfled Treafon: 

T hou arc a banifh'J man,and here an come 
Before tb’expirition of thy time. 

In brauing Acmes againft thy Soueraigne. 

Bull. A s I was b an 1 fir’d ,1 was banifii’d Hereford, 
Bur as I come, I come for Lstncaficr. 

And Noble Vncklc,! befcech your Grace 
Locke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You are my Father, forme tlunkes in you 
I (ee old Cjaunt aliuc. Oh then my Father, 

Will you pernritjthat I (hall Rand condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt frommyarmesperforce,and giucnaivay 
T o vpfiart Vntbriftsy Wherefore w as I borne i 
If that my Coufin Kirg,be King of England, 

It mud be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafter. 

You haue a Sonne,^«j»fr/c f my Noble Kinfman, 

Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe, 

He fiiould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father, 

To tav/ZQ his Wtongs,and chafe them to the bay. 

I am denyde to fue my Liucrie here. 

And yet my Letters Patents giue me Icaue: 

My Fathers goods are all diflraynd.and fold, 

And thefe,and ali,are all amifTe imployd. 


m.i.wrw 


7 he life and death o j 

n^ldyouha^mc doe ? lama Subieftr 
^Klenee U* • Attorneyes are deny d me; 

A "\ t lfofe pcrfonally I lay my claime 
^ n d cher t j Bce of free Difcene. 

'{■ 0 myI nll ^ beNoble hath been too much abus’d. 

‘ your Grace vpon,to doe him right. 

&%’ 'n .jv men by his endowments arc made great. 

ff Mv Lords of England, let me celiyou this, 

i r ^. d feeling of my Cofens Wrongs, 

1 ’juhout’d alii could to doe him right : 

J nd : hh kind,to come in brauing Atmos, 

f "«I out Right with Wrongs-,it may not be; 

! n JlhR.MIion.a"d...R«W» 11 . . . 

The Noble Duke hath fwornehis comming is 
Butforhis owne; and for the right of that, 

L e all haue ftrotigiV iwometo guie him ayd, 
inHlethimiieu’rfee loy,that breakes that Oath. 

A I5h WdLwcll.1 che iffueof theic Amies, 

[cannot mend it,l niuft nceclesconfcfre, 

Brcaufe my po^ er 15 'f ake ’ aiu1al '? 3e!t 5 
L jf j could,by-him that gaue me lite, 

, would attach you all,and make you lioope 
Vmo the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 

Rut face I cannot,be it known eto you, 
j j 0 c remaineas Neuter. So fare you well, 

Vnleile you pleafe to enter in the Caftlc, 

And there repofe you for this N ight. 

'Bh!!. An offer Vnckle.chat wee will accept : 
gut wee muff winne y oar Grace to goe with vs 
To Briftow Caftle.which they lay is held 
B? Bulbie,Baget,in4 their Complices, 

The Caterpillm of the Commonwealth, 

Which I haue fworne to wccd.and pluckc away. 
rU Irmav be I will eo with you: but,yet He «»*<*- 



Scoena Quart a. 


Enter Salisbury,and a Captains, 

Opt. My Lord of Salisbury,we haue flayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countreymcn together, 
Andyetwebcare no tidings from the King; 

Therefore we will difpcrfe our ielues j farewell. 

Sat. Stay ytt another day,thou truffie Wclchaian. 
The King.tepofeth all bis confidence in thee. 

Capt. ’Tis thought the King is dead,we will notftay; 
The Bay-trees in our Countrcy all are wither’d, 

And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heauen; 

The palc-fac’dMoonelookesbloody on the Earth, 

Andleanc-look’d Prophets whifper tearefull change j 
Rich men iooke fad,and Ruffians dance and leape. 

The one in feare,to loofe what they enioy. 

The other to enioy by Rage,aud Warre: 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of King*. 

FarewelUour Coimtreymen are gone and fled; 

As well affur’d Richard their King is dead. Exit, 



Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind, 

1 fee thy Glory,likea fhooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament: 

Thy Suone fees weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Wmiefling Stormcs to come,Woc,and Vnreft: 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, 

And crofTdy to thy good,all fortune goes. Exit, 


tgAclus Tertius. Seen a Trimd . 


Enter UtilUngbmkgi T&rke, North umber I And, 

Rtffiy Percie Willoughby ^vilh Tuffm 
And Greene T rtf oner 

. ^ 

3uU* Bring forth thefe men : 

*Bnpie and (Jrttne, I will not vex your foules, . 

( Since prefcntly your foulesmuftpart your bodies) 

With coo much vrgmg yourpcrairiousliue^^ 

For ’ewe re no Chari tie : yet ro wafli your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of mei^ 

I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You haue mUded a Prince^ Roy&ll King, 

A happic Gentleman in Blood^and Lineaments^ 

By you vnhappicdjand disfigur'd cleane: ^ 

You haue in manner with your Gnfull houres 
Made s. Diuorcc betwixt his Qneenc and him. 

Broke the poffeffionof a Royal J tfed 5 
And Playn'd thebeautie of afaire Queenes Cheekes, 
With rcares drawn fro her eyes^with your foule wrongs* 
My felfe ^ Prince^by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King in bloodied neere in louc a 
Till you did make him mif-incerprete me, 

Hane ftoopt my neck vnder your injuries* 

And figh'd tny Englifli breath in forraine Cloudy 
Eating the bitter bread of banilliment; 

While you haue fed vpon my Seigtiories* 

Dif-parVd my Parkes,and fell'd my For reft Woods; 
From mine own e Wind owes tome my HoufeholaCoatj 
Raz'd out my Impreffe ? leauing me no figne, 

Saue mens opiBtons^and my liuing bloody 
To Ihe w the Wotld I am a Gentleman, 

This.and much moreitnuch more then twice all this* 
Condcmnes you co the death: fee them dehuexed oner 
Toexccucion a and the hand of death. 

Bujhie . More welcome is the ftroake of death to me. 
Then Tullingbrooke to England. 

Greene. My comfort is^that Heauen will take our foules, 
And plague Iniuftice with the paincs of Hell, 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland y fee them difpatch d: 
Vnckle^you fay theQuecne is at your Houfe, 

For Heauens fakefairely lecher be entreated! 

Tell her I fend to her my kind commends. 

Take fpeciall care my Greetings bcdcliucfd* 

Tori ^ A Gentleman of mine I haue difpaEch’d 
With Letters of your loue,to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle: come Lords away* 
To fight vt\xh Glemoure^ and his Complices 5 . 

A while to worke.and, after holliday* 

Exam. 

Scwna 
























































































